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Author's Notes: 

You ever get slapped in the face by an idea so hard you have to immediately write it? Anyway, this was 
distracting me from my 30k word epic that I'm in the process of writing, so | had to get it off the brain the 
quickest way possible. Please enjoy! 


"Just fucking sheep," Geddy says, gazing out over the fields that lay before them disapprovingly, his hands on 
his hips. "As far as the eye can see." 


| mean, they're not fucking," Alex says. "Right now, at least." 


Its true: not a single sheep in the field is fucking another sheep. They're all just grazing peacefully, oblivious to 
the band moving into the studio next door to their field. 


"Hey, did you hear about the award the farmer got?" Alex asks, poking Geddy in the ribs. 
"No, was it something big?" Geddy turns away from the sheep and lights up a cigarette. 


"Yeah, he was outstanding in his field," Alex says. 


"But was it a-oh. Hey, fuck you," Geddy says. He takes a long drag and blows the smoke right into Alex's face. 
Alex smiles like an imp. "You could," he says. "They're not going to be done moving all our shit for a while." 


He's right, of course. There are so many crates to move. The crew and the techs and the burly guy who 
seems to live at the farm are marching in and out of the studio like ants. The two of them didn't even have 
to be here this early-Neil won't arrive for another two days-but here they are, with nothing to do but get in 
the way and stare at the sheep. 


And fuck, of course. 


"| could," Geddy says. He stretches his shoulders, one by one, and cracks his neck. "If you were nice to me, | 


would." 


Alex reaches over and grabs the hem of Geddy's shirt, rolling it between his fingers. "When have | ever not 


been nice to you?" 


"I can think of a couple times," Geddy says. He puts the cigarette back in his mouth and leans against the 
fencepost, watching the action in the driveway. 


"What's Neil always saying? You have to live in the now," Alex says, pulling at Geddy's shirt more insistently. 
"And right now...” 


"Yeah, yeah." Geddy looks at the farmhouse windows, tries to count them from where he thinks the stairwell 
is. There should be a room all the way at the back, where the sound won't carry too far, where two people 
engaged in intimate activity won't be rudely interrupted. He can feel Alex's fingers move from tugging on his 


shirt hem to picking at the waistband of his jeans. "You know everybody can see us, right?" 
"Who's looking? The sheep?" 


They both turn their heads toward the sheep pasture. None of their subjects have even lifted their heads. A 


mellow baa echoes through the clover. 

Alex's hand returns to its business of rubbing a half circle over Geddy's hipbone while Geddy tries to 
remember what else he had in mind for the day. He's sure there was something. Maybe he wanted to help 
with the load-in? Although, he thinks, they always tell him to leave whenever he tries. And Alex is right there, 
giving him those pleading eyes, his hand frustratingly close to Geddy's most sensitive spots. 


"Have you been upstairs yet?" he asks Alex. "Seen the rooms?" 


"Nope," Alex says. "Thought we could explore together.” 


"We should go claim one of the bedrooms," Geddy says. "Before the others take the one with the best view. Or 
the best bed." 


"Right you are," Alex says. "Wouldn't want that" 


Geddy puts out his cigarette, crushing it into the fencepost, and starts walking towards the house; Alex follows 
not too far behind, his hand migrating to Geddy's back pocket. 


The door leads to the kitchen, which they had filled with groceries this morning on their way in. They step 
over their pile of luggage on their way to the rickety staircase, stopping for a minute while Alex fumbles 
around inside his suitcase looking for his little travel supply bag, and then they make their way up to the 
second floor, where there's a row of bedrooms on either side of the narrow hall. Geddy heads down to the end 
to inspect the corner bedrooms down there, but Alex takes his time poking his head into each one, remarking 


on the color of the bedspreads and the state of the view. 
"Every window's going to have sheep on the other side," Geddy calls down the hall. "But this room has sheep on 
two sides." He taps his finger on the wallpaper. These walls seem regrettably thin. Someone will be sure to 


complain before the end of the session, he thinks. And he has a good idea of who that someone will be. 


Alex finally joins him at the end of the hall. "This quilt is brown," he says. "The other rooms have better 
quilts." 


"Trade quilts, then," Geddy says. He sits on the bed and bounces a few times. Not too soft, not too stiff. 
"Comfy." 


Alex disappears out the door and returns a minute later with a green patchwork quilt. It has sheep on it, of 


course 
"Now thats what | call art design," Geddy says. "Match the indoors with the outdoors” 

"See? | missed my calling," Alex says. "I could be a famous decorator by now’ 

"Music corrupts us all," Geddy says. "You should lock the door" 

"Should |," Alex muses, and then he winks, and Geddy knows he's caught on "Maybe | will’ He does. 


Sometimes, its fun to play with-well, being in charge a bit. Bossing Alex around. Controlling him. Not too much, 
of course. Just a little bit. 


Geddy takes his jacket off, laying it gently on top of the wardrobe, and then unbuttons his jeans and strips out 
of them, too, folding them and placing them on top of his jacket. When he turns around, Alex has sloughed off 
his own clothes and dropped them in a pile on the floor. He's fully nude. 


"Oh!" Geddy says, looking at Alex's ass. "Someone's eager." 

"Sure am," Alex says. He flops onto the bed, laying out spread-eagle. "Care to join me?" 

Geddy pads over in his sock feet and crawls up onto the bed in between Alex's legs. "Here | am," he says, 
placing his hands on Alex's shoulders. He thinks about how to tackle this situation, trying to decide where to 
start. Getting his mouth on Alex's seems like a good place to begin 

"Wait," Alex says, as Geddy leans in to kiss him. 

"What?" 

"Take your shirt off," Alex says. 

"| thought | was running this show today," Geddy says petulantly. 

"You can run the show with your shirt off," Alex says. "Better visuals, anyway." 

"You don't like my shirt?" Geddy asks. He pulls it off. "Suit yourself." 

‘It's a nice shirt, it's just getting in the way,’ Alex says. 


"Well now you never have to look at it again," Geddy says. He leans back down and his mouth is almost to 


Alex's when Alex interrupts again. 

"Do you think the farmers have fucked in this bed?" 

Geddy sits back up. "What?" 

"The people who own this place. The farmers. Do you think they've used it?" 

Geddy scratches his head. "| don't know," he says. "I don't care." 

"What do you think sheep farmers say for dirty talk?" Alex asks. "Ach, let me see your mutton?" 


He can't keep his poker face up and he falls on top of Alex, laughing hysterically. "Stop," he says. "They don't 
say that." 


"Yer a sexy little lamb chop," Alex growls underneath him. 


"That's not even what Welsh people sound like," Geddy says. He's got tears in his eyes, he's laughing so hard. 


"What do they sound like, then?" Alex asks. He reaches a hand up to poke Geddy's nipple, and Geddy grabs him 
by the wrist and pushes his arm back onto the bed. 


"Stop distracting me," Geddy says. He repositions himself so he's got a hand on each of Alex's biceps, pinning 


him down with a little more force than necessary. 

Alex smiles goofily up at him. "What are you going to do about it?" 

Geddy answers him by finally getting his mouth on Alex's, letting their noses bump as he works his tongue in 
Alex takes a deep breath underneath him, sighing into Geddy's face contentedly. "See," Geddy says, kissing 
Alex's jaw now. "Isn't this nice?" 

"Aye, me wooly beast," Alex whispers into his ear. 

Alright, that's it, Geddy thinks, biting Alex on the cheek and sitting up. "Do | need to fucking gag you?" 


"I'll be good," Alex says. "I'm being good right now, see?" 


He is being very good. It's been at least thirty seconds since he's said anything about sheep. "Okay," Geddy 


says, leaning back in. "But if you do it one more time...” 

"You can do whatever you have to do," Alex says. "If you want me to shut up." 

"I know," Geddy says. He moves back in and starts working his way down Alex's chest. They're both hard, and 
his boxers are starting to chafe as he grinds down onto Alex. He doesn't want to interrupt this again to get 
them off, though. "If | let go of your arms, will you stay there?" 

"Are you asking me or telling me?" Alex lifts his head off the bed to look at him. 


Geddy considers. "Telling you," he says. 


"Then yes," Alex says, and to his credit he stays very still as Geddy lets go and brings his hands down to 
Alex's hips. 


There's really little Geddy likes doing more than admiring Alex. Worshipping, really, like how he always wants to 
show him off during concerts, let the crowd admire him. Behind closed doors, though, Alex is all his, and he's 
the only one who gets to appreciate this. And that certainly makes him feel special. 

"What are you doing down there?" Alex asks, craning his neck and grinning at him. 


lm admiring you," Geddy answers honestly. He's not afraid to say it. 


"Oh," Alex says. He smiles a little wider. 


"And I'm trying to decide where | want to start," Geddy says. 
Alex wiggles his hips, his cock twitching. 
"Okay," Geddy says. "I'll take that into consideration” 


He lets go of Alex long enough to shuck his own boxers off, and then he settles down at the foot of the bed 


so he can take Alex into his mouth. 

He's been sucking Alex's cock on a regular basis for a few years, now, and it never gets boring. Just another 
part of Alex that he loves to worship. Sometimes it's like this, slow and comfortable, and other times it's 
rushed and anxious backstage while they wait to get the signal to head back on, staying in the shadows so 
they can keep a shred of plausible deniability while they do it. They're both bad at being subtle. It's even worse 
when it's Alex sucking Geddy's cock, as he just can't keep himself quiet the way Alex can, even backstage, even 
when Alex is pressing his hand over Geddy's mouth. 

Well, when they do it this way, his mouth is full enough that he doesn't have to. 

He pulls off, leaves Alex sighing and moaning a little, and licks his lips. He reaches under Alex's knees and 
pushes his legs up the bed, giving himself a little better access for what he wants to do next. "Hey," he says, 
tapping Alex on the backs of his thighs, feeling a little constricted by the bed's footboard. "Scooch up a bit” 
"Why?" Alex says, but he's good, and he complies, and he scooches up toward the headboard, 

"Need more space," Geddy says, and more space given, he bends down and licks Alex right on the hole. 

"Oh, shit, Ged," Alex says, his knees twitching together. 

Geddy takes that as an invitation to go a little further, and he does, his fingers digging into Alex's thighs as he 
moves his tongue around, going from Alex's hole to his balls and back again. Alex is curling his toes up next to 
Geddy's shoulders. Geddy lets go of one of his thighs and gives Alex a little spank, waving his hand. 

"What?" Alex asks, reaching down to touch Geddy's fingers with his own. 

Geddy pulls his mouth off of Alex's ass. "Where's your bag?" 

"Oh," Alex says, reaching over to the bedside table. He grabs the bag and tosses it to Geddy. 


"Thanks," Geddy says, and he places it gently on Alex's stomach and digs through it, his tongue returning to 


Alex's cock as he does. 


"You just can't stop multitasking," Alex says, the words punctuated by little sighs of pleasure. 


"And | never will," Geddy says. He finds the lube and drops the bag off the side of the bed. There are other 
fun things in the bag, but he only needs this today. 


He gets his fingers wet and starts gently sliding them in, one by one, taking his time in between each one to 
work into a little rhythm. He's got one of Alex's thighs in his other hand, still, and Alex's other leg is splayed 
across the bed, toes curling and uncurling as Geddy works. He's got two fingers in, now, all the way up to his 


hand, and he slowly twists them around until he finds what he's looking for. 


"Oh, fuck," Alex wheezes, and Geddy's so hard he can feel his brain starting to melt. He smiles and rises up to 
his knees, looming over Alex. He pushes into Alex's hole with his third finger. 


They stay like that for a few minutes, Geddy working into Alex with his fingers. Alex's face is red, his mouth 
hanging slightly open, his tongue between his front teeth. His fluffy hair is spread out in a halo around his 
head, catching the sunlight coming in through the window just so, and Geddy wishes he had a camera to 
capture this with, Alex experiencing bliss right here. It's fucking perfect. 

"Hey," he says, and Alex opens his eyes, looks up at him. "What do you want now?" 


"You," Alex says. 


"Sexually, though. What do you want right now. Do you want my.." Geddy wiggles his eyebrows and nods down 


at his own cock. 

"Yeah," Alex says. 

"You got it," Geddy says, and he pulls his fingers out slowly. Alex moans, long and low, as he does it. 

"Fuck, Ged," he says, reaching up to rub his hands down his face. 

"Just a second," Geddy says, trying to organize himself. He needs Alex's hips up. "Hand me a pillow, will you?" 


Alex does, and Geddy folds it over and pushes it gently under Alex's ass. He likes being able to see Alex's face 
when he does this. That's his favorite part to watch. 


"Okay," he says, once he's got himself covered in lube. He gets his knees underneath Alex's thighs and lines 
himself up. "You ready?" 


Alex grabs for his hand in response. They squeeze their fingers together and Geddy pushes himself in "God," 
Alex says through his teeth. 


"No, just me," Geddy says, and Alex squeezes his fingers a little too tightly. 


He moves slowly, almost achingly so, trying to keep Alex in the blissed-out state he's existing in on the bed. He 
grabs at Alex's thigh again, then his ass, then back to his thigh, not sure what part he wants to squeeze 
most. Alex is just so tasty-looking. He gets himself as far in as he thinks he'll be able to go, and then, 
unhurried, starts to gently thrust. 


Alex is loving this, biting his lip and smiling, his back arching slightly off the bed. All Geddy ever wants is to 


see him like this. 
Alex squeezes his hand again. "Harder," he says, and Geddy nods his head, picking up the pace a litle. 


He doesn't want to go too fast, doesn't want this moment in time to end. He rubs a circle around Alex's 
asscheek and then gives him another little spank. Alex's ass is just perfect for that. 


"| like that," Alex says. 

"I know," Geddy says, and he spanks him again, harder this time. Alex is biting his lips, making a throttled 
humming noise, and that's one of the hottest things he's ever heard. He winds up one more time and gives him 
a solid slap. 

"Oh!" Alex's mouth drops open at that, his eyes squeezing shut. "Oh, I'm close," he whispers. 

Geddy shakes his head. "You have to wait," he says. 

‘lm right there," Alex says, grabbing at Geddy's hand. "Please." 

"Hold on, just one second,” Geddy says. 

He knows Alex is never very into it when Geddy comes inside him, mouth or ass, so he starts pulling out as 
soon as he feels himself on the edge. The lack of sensation, the lack of Alex around him once he's out is really 
too much for him to hold on, and he comes all over Alex's thighs, falling forward on top of him, yelping as he 
does it. He can feel Alex coming underneath him, everything mixing together between their skin, and he can feel 
Alex's heart pounding in his chest, underneath his own. 

"Holy fuck," Alex says into Geddy's shoulder, his forehead slick with sweat. "Every time. Doesn't get old" 
"Yeah?" Geddy rolls off him, reaching down to the floor to find Alex's shirt. 

"Wait," Alex says, grabbing his wrist as he starts to wipe them off. "I don't mind being nasty for a bit” 


Geddy grins and drops the shirt back down to the floor. 


They lay like that for a while, just letting their hands explore each other like they haven't felt every inch of 
each others’ bodies before. They kiss each other softly, languidly, like they have all the time in the world, like 


there's nothing beyond this room except the fields. 

"Thanks for ramming me," Alex says, rubbing a circle on Geddy's chest with his finger. 

"Any time," Geddy says, and he means it. 

"No, | meant-thanks for ramming me," Alex says, and Geddy groans. 

"Again with the fucking sheep," he mutters. He pinches Alex's nipple, almost hard enough to hurt. 

"How many more sheep jokes do | have to tell before you do that again?" Alex asks. 

"None," Geddy says, and he reaches over to give the other nipple a pinch. He lets his hand linger, trailing his 


fingers up Alex's chest to his throat, to the back of his head; then he pulls Alex in towards him and kisses 
him deeply. Fuck, he really could do this all day. 


